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, Alec rocked with laughter. "My God!" he thought.
" Even the angels, looking down, are not denied enlight-
enment/'

It was fantastic, monstrous and absurd. And somehow
frightening. Alone in the great raw building, with the light
waning and the cathedral bells filling the air with a clamour
of mockery, there, at the bottom of that pit, pinned between
hard facts over his* head and beneath his feet, he was
oppressed by a sense of his nothingness, of his capture and
mutilation by Daniel Dunkerley's grinding machine. He
longed for some re-assurance, some vindication of his own
being, and now he ran quickly up the stairs to seek it.

" You go to the first floor, Alec, and have a look at the
corridor that runs off to the left," Dan Dunkerley had said.
All along one side, the corridor was pierced with un-
glazed window-gaps, opening on a well. Bags of workmen's
tools, piles of planks, an odorous litter of pine shavings,
filled the long perspective. On the other side was a series
of doors, and chalked upon them were names for the sign-
writers' instruction. On the central door of the last three
he read: Editor, Mr. Alec Dillworth. On one side of this
was: Editorial Secretary; and on the other: Editorial
Assistants. All that was sceptical in him, all the untamed
animal part of him that Daniel Dunkerley alone recognised
and feared, and Mr. Burnside understood without fear: all
this made him want to laugh as he had laughed standing
beneath the dome. But something else in him, all that had
j been friendless and homeless, exposed to the ills of chance
} and change, and therefore exposing Elsie too, was suddenly
> moved to the quifck. He passed his long thin hand up and
down the smooth mahogany of the door, permitted himself
a wry grin as he wondered whether this name too would be
written in gold, walked two or three times by the door,
warily, like an animal reluctant to enter a cage; and finally
pushed the door open.

It -was a big room. Three windows pierced one wall. Here
he was above the hoarding level. He gazed out upon the
darkening town, his hands resting on the sill. A few cabs
went by, the sound of their wheels drowned by the cascades
of noise beating down from the Cathedral tower. The lights
were going up along the streets and flowering in innumerable
windows. He watched for a moment the omnibuses and
lorries, the sauntering lovers, the hurrying men and women